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Mission Statement
The Nighthawk
Review is a literary
journal
dedicated to publishing the creative works of
students at the College of Eastern Utah and
representing
the creativity
and talent of the
student body. All genres of creative writing are
to be represented
within these pages and all
writers-so
long as they are CEU students-are
invited and encouraged to submit work.
All
work is to be chosen from an editorial board of
student editors and, while there will be faculty
supervision, the content of the journal will be
chosen by the student editors to ensure that this
publication is created by the student population
for the student population.
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The Wishing Well
Manon Felos
Everyone has a wish
tied to a penny,
a nickel, a dime.
Making it tangible,
seeing it real.
A dream you can hold,
then toss into a fountain.
An offering to Probability,
or is it Fate?
For there is the alter
of wishful thinking,
where we drown our dreams.
So the wishes
once held in our power,
are now settled beneath
the clear glass of a
watery repository,
forever out of reach.
Until the day
the Street Sweeper comes
and claims all our dreams
for himself.
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Stones
Manon Felos
There are mile markers on a hill
Barred with iron roses;
Silent, deaf and still.
For time its passagemarks with stones,
And though I be the stranger here
I feel it in my bones.
There! On the breeze,
A dark whisper hinting softly
Through the trees:
"One day you too shall die."
But I will not go,
No, not I.

A blessed rest for lesser men,
Not as such am I
To make their mistakes again.
Never will I fail!
My heartbeats read,
And every breath's the tale.
Yet while roses all around
Creep quietly away,
A dried, withered sound:
"Yes, you too shall die,"
This ghostly truth
Is all I hear for a reply.

A mistake! No, not I.
But then I'm here again
And there the sigh,
"Soon, soon, you too shall..."

IS

-------
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Nicholas and Lily
Brett Stanfield
Nicholas and Lily had endured many summers
of love, many winters of warmth, many autumns of
color and many springs where their souls had
blossomed. Lily was the sweetest of flowers and
Nicholas felt proud to have picked her. Nicholas was a
falling snowflake whose chill would vanish at the touch
of Lily's warm skin. She thirsted for him like the sullen
ground thirsts for that sweet nectar of change. Simply
stated, they were in love, but seasons are forever
changing and truths are constantly emerging.
On a summer day, lying in the grass, holding on
to each other, Lily held her hand up to God and
Nicholas saw her in a different light. A sudden chill had
enchanted his body and he felt the sensation of a hand
gripping his throat. During this unexpected suffocation
he could feel his eyes opening wide and saw that there
was a golden light shining through Lily's outstretched
hand that blinded him. He was awake and that changed
everything.

***
Nicholas hated Lily. He hated her brown hair,
her violet eyes, and her beautiful face. He hated her
rosy cheeks, her luscious lips, and her pearl filled smile.
He hated her sunflower dresses and the way she looked
in the moonlight. He hated her intellectual ideology and
the purplish tint of her skin due to her bad circulation.
He hated her soul and every inch of her delicate frame,
but most of all he hated how she looked in his
bedroom.
They were perched atop his bed, inside his
asylum. The walls were blank and there was hardly any
furniture. Nicholas felt as if it was a prison and their
souls lay trapped underneath the covers of his white

--------------
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duvet. They were lying there, looking into each others
eyes. Nicholas pushed back her hair and proudly stated:
"I hate you."
She got up, removed. "Do you?" she inquired.
"Yes. I can not stand the sight of you."
She looked directly at him, "Liar." She said. She
slipped back into her dress, leaned against the wall, and
smiled. "How can you?"
"It's simple, all I had to do was wake up and see
you clearly in the sunlight; it was illuminating."
"Was it?" she asked, "Well then enlighten me.
Tell me of my faults."
"You're cracked," he said, "you are completely
falling apart. You are leaving pieces everywhere, my
dear. This house is littered with you."
"Then pick up my pieces," she replied smiling,
"put me back together. Then you can assemble me just
the way you want me."
"That's the problem," said Nicholas, "you are
contrived. No piece of you is your own. I would not
know how to make you what I want. Nothing is real."
She returned to the bed, sat down and stated,
"When did this realization come to pass?"
"Weeks ago," he declared, bitterly, "You held
your hand up to the sky and I saw every fault line."
Nicholas got up from the bed and retreated to
lean against the wall.
Lily looked at Nicholas. She looked at his dark
hair, his hazel eyes, and his immaculate teeth. She
looked at the tiny hairs along his arms, his lovely ivory
skin, and the scar across his chest. She noticed his
delicate frame and how his eyes were begging for sleep.
She smiled, he was perfect.
"'Babe, I want from the ground up,"' she
quoted.
"Can't you produce a line that is your own?"
Nicolas implored.
She stood up with contempt.
"Why are you inflicting such malice upon me?"
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"I'm tired of leaning on these walls," he said, "I
want to stand on my own."
"What is stopping you?" She asked, walking up
to him.
"You are," he replied.
She studied his face, the sincerity of the words.
There was truth in his eyes. She couldn't breathe. She
retreated and looked down at her feet, pensive. When
her face returned to his gaze it was full of
determination; she would not let him go. She stumbled
forth and kissed his lips. She enraptured him and would
never retreat. He kissed her, they collided, then she
whispered into his ear, quoting:
"'Take me to the haven of your bed ... You can
pin and mount me like a butterfly"'
He pushed her away.
"Your quotations bore me. I will not build you
up, only tear you down. You disgust me."
He sat down on the bed. She looked at the wall.
"Let's role-play," she said, her back still turned
to him, "you will be the depressed artist with a
dictionary full of unoriginal lines and I will be the vixen
that will smite you."
She turned to him, removed her dress and
revisited her perch atop his bed next to him.
"Come on," she said, "fuck me like you're
ashamed of it. Go ahead, say your lines, have your
peace, rip me apart piece by piece."
He said nothing.
"Come on," she repeated, "say something."
Still, he said nothing.
"Don't tell me your words have left you, quote
something."
He looked right into her eyes and stated: "'I
think you're a contra."'
"'And I think that you lied."' She retorted, hurt.
She could not understand his reasoning for such cruelty.
What had changed?What had made him this way? He
had been falling apart for weeks but she would always
pick up his pieces, return them to their rightful place.
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Why was he now filled with animosity towards her? All
she has ever done was everything that he ever wanted.
The room filled with silence. She said nothing,
did nothing. She retreated to other side of the bed.
Their backs turned to each other she stated: "I feel as if
there is an ocean between us."
"There is," he replied, "it is full of synthetic
hopes, feelings, and dreams, and I will wade through it
no longer."
She laughed, "This man-made sea that you
speak of, why is it full of such things? Surely, you must
know that you are the one who is able to fill it with
other pages,all literate and new. Come, let's discuss
other things. Let us act as if we are someone new again;
exultation is always brought through this. I will be a
collegiate scholar discussing Kafka and you can be ... "
"Why can't you just be yourself?" He exclaimed,
desperately.
"How am I supposed to do that when I don't
even know who I am?"
"Can't you see that that is the matter which
surrounds us? These blank walls are suffocating and so
full of the unknown. Never have I tried to paint them a
different a color, for white is what was asked, what was
desired. These walls are empty because I've tried too
hard not to care. I am an artificial being and this scene
has made me this way. No thought is my own and I am
drunk with despair because of it."
She tried to think of something to say. A bridge
to cross that isolated place, but nothing came to mind.
He was right, she realized, no thought was her own.
"Please," cried Nicholas, "say something that is
of your own making, something real."
She pondered.
"I am afraid I can not," she replied, "for I was
not taught how. All I know how to do is eat, sleep,
repeat and to quote the lines that I listen to. Nothing I
do, say, or feel is my own, but my dear that is how it is.
I've never challenged anything before I just act like I
have. But what does that matter? My words are boats
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that cross this murky mire; so what if they are not my
own? I still say them with just as much meaning. I've
seen the way they have penetrated your skin. I know
that they have moved you."
"They touch me no longer," said Nicholas,
"they only stretch me thinner. Your excursions have
been for nothing. You are an infection and all of my
affections have left me. So please, just leave."
"Oh," she exclaimed, "how could I have ever
crossed a sea so shallow? You are nothing Nicholas, just
a shadow. In the light you disappear and in the dark you
are nowhere to be found. I am a production of this
scene just like you. Our destinies in that tapestry have
been sown together and you will never be purged of
me. I will always be in the back of your mind screaming;
forcing you to think thoughts that are not your own.
You are pompous and pretentious and will always try to
be someone you are not, just like me. You can not
begin again so just submit. 'Cut your fabric to this year's
fashion or our lives will be for nothing."
"Grow up and get out," screeched Nicholas.
His howl pierced the room and shook that sea; it
penetrated her skin like an arrow of truth, the start of
her infinite ache.
There was silence for minutes. Then she
turned around and returned to him. She wrapped
herself around him, placing her hands on his heart. She
could feel it slowly beating, crawling on the road of life.
It was communication but would not speak to her. It
just sat in his chest while she was close; its pace didn't
quicken, it didn't change, it was simply a machine inside
the thin walls of that ivory factory. She produced a line
that was her own and whispered it in his ear: "I'm here
and I always will be."
"No," Nicholas replied, unclasping her hands
from his heart and placing them on his head,"You are
here and I want you out."
She stayed there for a moment, her hands on
his head, feeling the momentary warmth caused by their
friction. She savored this final touch. Removing her
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hands slowly she retreated in defeat and let him go. She
got up from the bed, hung her colorful dress upon the
blank wall and walked to the door. Before she exited
she took one last glance at this simple and ordinary
place. She looked at that man clearly in the sunlight; she
could see every crack covering every inch. He was
littered about the room; there were pieces of him
everywhere.
"I'm not a contra," she muttered, then left the
man to drown in his sea of melancholy.

---
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[SaddenedSeedsSlide]

JBArriola
Saddened seeds slide to roost in eaves slowly with
insipid smiles,
Slyly singing swollen sparrow song.
Suffering slander whose owners seem solely concerned
in
Slender society, separate, seething, slighted and secretly
standing in solemn solitude
Sent aside to satiate slippery sickness sold in children's
shoes.
Slick salesmen coerce innocence to split, senselessto its
loss,
Sapping currency and soul south to stop sorrow from
sullen geriatrics circling the
Soulless swell of blackness.
In unison, stampede the stores, cease succumbing to the
incessant succubi.
Sieve sources and crass outbursts.
Screech slate and silence solicitous speech.
Stake your soles and staunch laments.
Steel yourselves and stab the beastly cords.
Stay incandescent, sober and succulent my fellows.
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Care for a Hot Dog or Maybe the Locals?
Chris Chavez
In the stinky cheese (my home town Price),
my friend and I walked the streets very late at night
we ended up at a local Maverick
eating our beloved hotdogs when.
If this place burns down, gets held up,
Or anything is stolen from here
I'm coming down hard on your asses!

This tiresome look of a man
poured out of his brown (perhaps only pride of his life)
truck
and spoke at us with his monotonous slur.
Confused the three of us, dazed he is,
we glared at each other in astonishment,
he in stumbling anger.
What has been said
isn't anything you should say to
a couple of unknowing hipsters,
bored and hungry small town slickers.
You see, hunger sank deep into us
outside the convenience store but
the alcohol sank deeper into the man
who decided to call us minorities.
So our confusion was only this:
What are spies or even hicks?
The two of us never met a burglar or an arsonist.
For all we knew, this man was sick.
His fury wasn't misunderstood
but completely concocted of Caucasian crime
permitted by a diminishing pride which
was personal nonetheless.
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He had what we call one too many.
Where white washing in past words are
and freedom frowns on fond times of fear.
Fear of who we really are or
never were. What to do in a world leading to
eternal what? There is no clue unless
You ruse for the answer which we fear anyway.
Just stay, not astray but molding what shapes us
all into our dreams and glory.
Human.
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Chris Levis
Chris Chavez
I lived in a stinky old cheese of a town,
down in Utah. I felt a pain early in life.
My heart was thrown to a girl with
black hair and hygiene problems.
I found that she wasn't very Christian
to say the most encouraging or least.
My friend knew that night that sporadically
my heart had somehow dropped.
A girl that night let it fall.
Old black hair seemed to have bitten
into my heart so I could watch her.
The blood squirted cheek to cheek.
Rosy red demon lips, dainty little dirty hips.
Watch the bitch shake side to side.
Call her bojangles, ask for a ride.
I found much later that indeed she was different,
but under my nose
was the other rose
I find this other girl now
wilted and burnt
but ready to shake like she had wanted
those years ago.
This rose, had finally reached my lips when
I knew this kiss meant death.
Those sad years had been hurtful
stabbing at our consciences,
but mostly her freedom.
She is married with one child.
Chris, it is certainly a road of
life carouselling toward dying old in
the Stinky Cheese.
I told her to run toward the sun,

-----------------

a Jesus,a savoir.
Turn this shit around my rose.
For, I love you yes
but I cannot seek to bite into
the Stinky Cheese.
Nor will I turn your longing love
and lashing petals into
shining beauty or
curing cuddles of splendor.
So run
to the sun,
my ignorant love.
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My Escape
Dyana Thurgood
This, this is my escape
My personal prison break
A release from my heartache
That follows me like a friend
I swear, it never ends
Except, except for when I hold
This round, leather mold
Of my stories all untold
It silently, quickly speaks
Of my valleys and my peaks
That I have traveled through
This is what I do
"X"s and "O"s in the game
Basketball and life- they're one in the same
You've got to be smart
And set the pace right from the start
Or else you will never lead
You will brittle up and bleed
From the pain of second place
Of being runner up in the race
I promise you there is no trace
Of the person almost good enough
Man, isn't life rough?
The only sand paper I seem to find
Is the one buried inside one's mind
The tool to tear down mediocrity
And allows a champion to be
The last... one ... standing
Yup, this is my escape
From the prison of within
From the average man's acceptance of failure
And the elite's demand to win
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Those Demons
Rebecka Holt
Pushing, pulling, falling,
drowning, suffocating. These
demons inside my mind won't
let me go.
They are pulling my brain into
a billion different directions.
I don't know which way is up or
down. There are days when I feel
like I'm walking in the clouds and
others I feel like I am
walking through hell.
These demons have taken over my
life. I'm no longer happy, no longer
sad, no longer lonely, no longer isolated,
no longer myself. I'm lost. My heart does
not feel my brain; will not tell me when I'm
in pain. I am like a rock that sits in one
place, never moving until someone picks me
up and tosses me. Like the rock, I cannot feel,
nor cry. These demons have taken over.
I am no longer me.
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Quiet Girl
Epi
I am the quiet girl who sits hidden among classmates
doodling and daydreaming
my thoughts whirling like thistledown caught high
in the morning breeze
Remembering.
Remembering the way the summer sun felt on my skin
when it streamed through the tinted window,
the fields passing in a blur,
and the sparkling arrows of water and rainbow
the motion of the car lulling me
into a not-quite stupor.
Remembering the light that evening, how it was so soft
and the whole world seemed green
except for the looming red cliffs.
Remembering the scraggly highway sunflowers
and wide, wild expanse of sky that for me spelled
freedom.
Remembering the ginger blossoms and hibiscus,
the beach covered with shells upon shells upon shells
white, orange, yellow, brown, pink, and red
and the ocean, bright azure and peridot,
the stifling heat and humidity that
only added to the experience.
Remembering the eerie jade glow of the Spanish moss
and the other I once saw slip into the lake
and the long, sunlit grasses
blowing in the breeze.
Remembering the farmland protected by cliffs of trees
and the walls of fireflies that dominated the night
and even outshone the stars,
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and the blinding smiles and warm hugs
from family I hadn't seen for far too long
and the laughs that echoed from the kitchen and dining
roomthe center of that world.
Remembering the tangled hedges of sweet peas
that grew along the river, my river
where I've played with cousins and alone
and the misty, mossy, fern-shrouded redwood forests,
the trees like giants stretching to touch the sky.
Remembering the waterfalls, like diamond sheets,
and the poppy cities
endless acres of glowing red and pink and orange,
and the purple hills of the lavender farms.
Remembering the rambling, tree-covered campus,
especially the library,
protecting the wisdom of the ages within its silent
depths,
the people, ducks and hippies alike, always smiling.
Remembering the aspen grove where I sat with
my cousins, my sister, my best friend
our heads bent together, whispering, giggling,
the leaves murmuring a lullaby.
Remembering my other ocean
not cobalt and emerald, but iron and steel
not blazing with heat and humidity, but misty and frigid
not encrusted with shells, but with water-worn pebbles,
smooth under my fingertips.
Not the same, but just as beautiful.
All the places to love

all the places I love.
Remembering.
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Remembering a time when I was happy.

I am not a leader, nor am I a follower,
I am a wanderer.
I am not a schoolgirl,
but a gypsy traveler,
a nomad.
The others, they have no idea
what memories this quiet girl
clings to.
What memories
this
quiet girl
clings
to.
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Summer Girl
Epi
I sit curled up in a patch of weak winter sunlight
leafing through the photo album
soaking in captured moments of time
the smiling faces etching themselves into my
memory.
My face in these photos is unrecognizable:
Freckled, sun-kissed, laughing
Hair sun-brightened, streaked copper-gold
alive, alive, a Summer Girl living a summer's day.
My face, now:
pale, quiet, withdrawn ... a mask.
Beneath the surface, memories are swirling
I writhe in anguish, heart-rendering, lung-constricting
anguish
caused by remembered joy.

Flashesbreak through my meticulously constructed
facade:
A ray of sunlight, angled through the leaves,
golden, shimmering
and Queen Anne's lace, a lowly weed
bright as quicksilver, hearty and lining the highway.
Indeed, it is regal.

The driftwood fire, abandoned by one family
and discovered by mine the night of the fair.
My dad, striding to the stranded skeleton of a shipwreck
illuminating it from within with his flashlight.
The beach, shrouded in fog
muffled laughter wending through the heavy air.
Twirling, twirling, twirling
gripping a favorite cousin's hands
anchored only by each other.
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My mental box rattles
the memories I locked safely inside fight to escape
too painful to remember, too beloved to forget.
Once I've started, I can't stop.
I gasp in pain, my arms crossed over my chest.
The memories are killing me
even as they bring me to life.
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If You Were To Ask Me Who I Am
Samantha Olson
I'm like the sun, always shining;
Still some days, the clouds cover me.
I'm human with no regrets,
for what I did at the time is exactly what I wanted.
I'm athletic, unique, stubborn and caring.
My dreams are endless.
I never give up.
I have my ups and downs.
If I fall, I stand right back up.
There are many obstacles in my life.
I work my mind overtime, thinking about the bad
instead of good.
I change from smiles to tears in a blink of an eye.
I believe beauty is in the eye of the beholder.
I live to make memories and fear to grow old.
If you were to ask me who I am, I would reply,
Samantha Lea, the only one who truly knows me.
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Someone Special
Trevor Stoddart
Hello my special one, this letter's far past due.
A secret valentine that I wrote down especially for you.
Will it end up thrown away, after being stomped and
torn?
Or end up in a book to read for those who aren't yet
born?
You think about your plans, there's things you
sometimes fear,
It rips you up inside. Those feelings, if it's love it isn't
clear.
If he'd just give a sign, you'd carve your path in stone,
You'd give up everything for him, and pray you'd never
be alone.
There's trouble facing you, but with friends it's not so
bad,
The one you think you love, he's not beside you? Oh
how sad
Ignoring those around isn't getting far,
You'll chase and waste your days away and all you'll end
with is a scar.
Before we part from here, know that you're worth
more than gold,
Your beauty runs so deep, it can neither be bought nor
can be sold,
A soul so sweet, with eyes so fierce, a smile to heal,
A love of you, no one, no friend, no secret suitor can
conceal.
On that night, I told you of the secrets of my soul,
How ending up beside you has always been and always
is my goal,
After telling you the truth, I knew you knew: I knew:
My chance of catching your affection is all gone and
through.

Page

I 26

Though he may not be the one you always thought he
would be,
He will end up as the dream that you deserve, you'll
see.
You'll find that special someone; that special someone
will find you too.
And if he's something good, he'll realize that the special
one is you.
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One Way

Angel Paletta
Catching the signal from one of her friends, Angela
brushed her skirt, took a deep breath and walked
towards where he was sitting. The pounding of her
heart was too loud for her ears, and she was afraid
she'd have a massive headache by the time she reached
his table. Clutched in her hands was a letter she had
written him.
She spent hours upon hours writing this note. She
wrote it with the utmost delicateness, making sure
there weren't any mistakes anywhere. Not that it had
to be perfect; perfection wasn't the goal here. The goal
was the messagethat she had to get through to him.
Now her heels were too loud for her ears - the clickclacking against the tile beneath her was beginning to
drive her insane. But this was a one way road; no
turning back now. The only way out was walking past
him. If she turned around now, she'd never hear the
end of it from her family, her friends, or herself.
She slightly stopped for just one second and took a
deep breath, gulping down the air she needed to reach
her destination. She'd have to deal with the pounding
of heart and the clicking of her shoes.
Now with each step, she felt herself standing taller. She
was straightening her back, and she wasn't looking at
her feet anymore. Her eyes were level with the world
in front of her instead of the world beneath her. This
was her decision alone. For once in her life she was
taking a stand and the confidence from this decision
was making her see the world completely
different. When did the world become so
colorful? When did the air have its own melody? Her

--------

Page

I 28

heartbeat slowed down. Her feet took control of her
heels which began to harmonize with the air to create
the Ode to Oxygen.
Here she was in front of him. For once, he looked up at
her and she looked down at him. For once, he was
frowning and she was smiling. She gently took the
letter, slightly crumpled, from out of her hands and
placed it into his hesitant ones. Without a word, she
began to walk awayBefore he grabbed her arm. She didn't look back at him
but stood as still as a statue, her arm keeping the
distance between them. He wasn't looking at her but at
the letter now clutched in his hands. He hadn't opened
it yet, but he knew what it was.
"Why?" He whispered quietly, loosening his grip on her
arm. Seconds ticked by and she couldn't think of a valid
answer. So she just laughed to herself and said the only
thing the seemed to make sense.
"Why not?"
Her arm slipped out of his grip completely. She didn't
look back and just continued walking forward, towards
the door of the cafeteria. As soon as he heard the
doors open, he felt his hand grip the air as if it would
pull her back to him. He lowered his arm to his side as
he heard the doors close shut behind her. The clickclacking of the closing doors began to repeat
themselves in his mind, and the world began to get
loud.
He slowly began to open up the letter, and his heart
began to hammer in his chest, hurting his ears. When
did the world become so obnoxious? When did air
become so loud with the buzzing of other's voices? He
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took a deep breath of air and gulped it down, his eyes
racing across the page of the note Angela had written
him.

Dear Nate,
I love you; I really do. But we 're not meant for each
other. I need to live my own life. I want to be able to
dance on the rooftops of my soul. I want to be my own
song. I want to be able to cry my heart out to whatever
I feel like and not care who sees! But you want me to
sit. You only want what you think is best for me, but I'm
sorry, living under your rule isn't what I think is best for
me. I'm a person. Not a dog.
I'm not going to try to keep up with you anymore, so
please don't come chasing after me.
Sincerely,
Angela
He crushed the letter in his hands. He looked up to see
one of Angela's friends looking at him with a mixture of
seriousness and anticipation to see what he was going
to do. He took this as a signal and stood up, brushed his
pants, took a deep breath, and walked away from
where he was sitting.
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Angel Paletta
There's a place called Here
and I don't like it
because it's where I learned
that it is a small world after all.
And there's a place called There
and it's where I want to be
because it's a place I can surely
be proud of, and safe.
But you won't be there and neither will you.
I don't think they'll be there either.
And that's what scares me.
I'm afraid of There I don't know if I'll be okay It's the world of the unknown And that's what scares me.
Here is where you are - and you are and where they are.
And although I don't like it,
I know what's going on.
I have to strive towards There.
Where I belong, where I need to be.
I can't worry about who I'll leave behind.
I can no longer be afraid.
And maybe you won't be there Or you, or them - but it is where It is where I'll be. And that's what assures me.
And that's what excites me!
And it's where I'll meet me I'll meet me at my destiny.
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Vitality
Angel Paletta
Which road to take
What road? The road
Make no mistake
the road of life
the road of death
All roads different
All roads same
All roads
Splattered
Cracked
Shamed
the roads of life and death
which road to take?
What road? The road.
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[You Gave Your Life To Everyone]
Brittany Arriola
You gave your life to everyone else but no one noticed
because you are not unique.
At least that is what you told yourself as you backed
out into darkness.
Invisible child,
why do you stand outside in the cold
looking inside the window
and watch as the world forgets you.
Home was never much comfort
they never noticed your presence there.
To busy with themselves, your so
alone through out it all.
Invisible child,
it's okay to cry you know,
the shadows cannot hurt you
all alone as the world forgets you.
You refused to look back,
as you ran out to the street
realizing you have no one you
buried your head in your sleeve.
Beautiful child,
it only hurts a little while.
You'll leave this all behind you.
One day you might realize,
Sometimes the world forgets us all.
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Midnight Melody
Randi Martin
A melody flies by twilight,
With notes, thine eyes can't see.
All sights unseen forgotten,
With the coming harmony.
By air, a tune travels,
Magical to thine ears.
Your thoughts, the sound unravels,
In its wake, there is but bliss.
Played in triple-forte,
The melody is stunning.
In thine open ears you hear,
A chorus softly humming.
Measure by measure the music unfurls,
Brilliance in flowing harmony.
A sound as smooth as mother pearls,
The air strikes a familiar chord.
Played in mezzo-piano,
The beat is faintly heard.
Mixed melodies weave mystical sounds,
All existence grows deterred.
A harmony flows in moonlight,
On notes, thine eyes might see.
All sights unseen forgotten,
With the midnight melody.
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Disassociation and Abuse
Meagan Roach
I look forward to work daily
Because outside of here ...
-As a cashier
I have conversations.
They will always smile,
They will always laugh,
At my jokes
They will always ask,
How "I" am doing.
They sometimes return
To my aisle.
They sometimes appreciate
How hard I try for them.
Sometimes they even say
Thank you
They rarely remember
My name, Instead
They glance at my badge.
I look forward to work daily
desperate for human contact
That emotion that makes me
Feel like I'm Ali-ve.
It always feels so real, so genuine
Sometimes, people are mad
Because I childishly smile,
Everyday, in the same way.
I look forward to work daily,
Because I am happy here,
Outside of here ...
Rarely, they will recognize me
When I'm not in uniform.
I don't mind, I understand,
My heart knows
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I'm afraid of trusting others
I'm afraid ...
It might not be real when I look - forward to work
daily,
Convincing myself it is.
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Mindless Self Indulgence
Meagan Roach
I listen to the music
Ear buds jammed
Into both my ears
When before I
Wouldn't think
To close myself out
Of this world
Now I listen to the voice
I feel the screams
That I will not allow
Myself to haveOf Concerned-Hate
-Pride
-Frustrated-Pain
-Sorrow
Into my ears
Because I can't
In this world
I have no voice
So instead I listen
In comfort that
My emotions resonate
With theirs
The beats penetrate
My soul
My core
And maybe it
Will stop, It will calm,
What this world
Has done to me
I turn up the volume
To lock myself in
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Run, From the Monster Inside
Katie Daigneault
I'm a monster. A sham. The devil in frilly clothing.
A disease,a deceit.
I'll win you over and learn your ways,
spread myself inside of you, infect you, then leave.
Leave you without hope or love - a longing for
something more.
I'll let you get close, then put up walls while I watch you
struggle to break them.
You can't. I won't let you.
Let me suffer, let me be. Leave me for your own good.
I'm not the person you perceive
and I never will be.
Follow me blindly, trust in my soul. Guess my
intentions.
Cower in fear, feel all my hurt. Cringe with the pain I'll
inflict. Stay because I need you,
leave because you need to. See my infection before it's
too late.
Suffer. I need to see it, hear it, feel it, breathe it. Bleed
for me, try for me, die for me. Show me I can
take it all.
lwill.
Crippled inside and drained of all life feel what I feel:
hollow, shallow, dark, and disturbed.
Falter leaving. Run from this place, from the place I'll
send you.
Run, from the monster inside.
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The Wall: His Side of the Story
Amy Nelson
I usually just mind my own business. I don't move. I
don't get in anyone's way.
I've heard some say that I am dangerous. I don't know if
I'd go as far to say that about myself.
The egg,
He wouldn't say much. From my understanding he
wasn't having the best of mornings.
Someone wanted to either cook him up, scramble him,
or even worse ...
fertilize the old yolk.
It was the least I could do, he needed a place of solitude
and I provided.
If I would've known the king's horses, the king's men,
the Nursery Rhyme Committee, and most of the world
for the rest of forever would get involved, I would've
insisted he find a new place to sort out his psychological
complexes.
No one forced the athletically challenged, fragile
creature to scale my rough, rocky sides and sit upon me
5 feet above the ground.
The wind was still, the earth was still, and most
importantly I was still; still as a stone wall.
The egg,
he fell, suddenly without warning.
If you ask me, he meant to fall. And he meant to fall far
enough and hard enough that no one, not even all the
king's horses and all the king's men would be able to
save him.
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Recess
Amy Nelson

It's 9:47 a.m.
near the first of October.
I am forced onto the school yard
jump rope in hand
zip up hoodie
and winter boots.
Too bad my hands and nose are bare
pelted by the freezing rain and wind.
Sixth graders run past me
coatless.
And they jump. And jump, and jump.
And I swing. And swing, and swing,
with frozen hands.
I don't get paid enough to do this.
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After a Pinnacle Elementary Workday
Amy Nelson
I want the wind to blow down these walls,
set me free and set me on fire.
I don't want to be the books. I don't want to be the
teacher
or the white board or the crayons.
I want to lay away from here
covered with pages of frustration filled notebooks. I
want to be
the fire alarm that silences and empties rooms with a
single sound.
I don't want to be the pencil
handled and controlled by sticky germ infested fingers.
I don't want to be the obligated. I don't want to be the
constant
reminder of obedience. I don't want to be a tracking
worksheet,
a letter to parents, the voice of fake encouragement.
I want to be a running mouth and spill out fiery words
and bottled rudeness, that sparks and sets the world
to flame, and gets me fired. Maybe
I will quit. Maybe I'll take the wind out of this box
and set myself free
Maybe I'll realize when I loose
my bed, I don't want to be a soup kitchen line.
I don't want to be a walking wanderer
without a car payment. I'll find a box.
Find the wind. Find my fire. I'll take the box
with me. Inside the small part of my life
that keeps me sane. I want to be free.
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The Story of an Orch Dork Wannabe
Joelle Brunvand

It began with a ride through the open field in
the car. I was about 4 years old, and I was listening to
the galloping fiddle music that my parents were playing
in the car. In my head I could see a wild horse galloping
along outside my window, flying over bushes and
swishing its tail with the beat of the fiddle. At that age, I
was obsessed with horses. But this was something
more that an imaginary horse, it was the music. That
music must have plucked a certain heartstring inside of
me, for from then on, my dream was to play the violin.
When I was several months into 8th grade,
about when I hit puberty, it was the time I had been
waiting for. I had made it through the trials, aches, and
repetitions that all violinists pass through when they
learn for the first time. I had no idea how difficult and
substantial this dream would grow to be. But I had
managed to keep it up all this time and was well into
Book Four of the Suzuki series. I was also well into the 5
foot mark, and it was time to drop the miniature,
somewhat metallic-sounding three quarter size and find
a violin I could play for the rest of my life. I remember
the day we went into the quaint little violin shop in
Cedar City and bought one. At that age, I had no idea
what $800 meant, but I knew my new instrument was
priceless.
Back at school, I was especially excited to play
the solo that I had been practicing, the second song in
Book Four (Concerto No. 5 I st movement by F. Seitz),
for the upcoming solo and ensemble contest on my new
violin. Surprisingly enough, when I played this solo in
my school's contest, I was nominated to go to state in
the high school competition even though I was still in 8th
grade. Then before I knew it, I was riding up to Salt
Lake in the back seat of my crazy band teacher's van.
The state competition was at a high school near Provo,
and I was a bit intimidated by it's size. I remember
practicing outside on the grass when I was wearing my

Page

I 42

favorite turquoise skirt. When it was about time, we
went into a room in the seminary building and listened
to the other violinists that had made it this far. Here, I
was able to listen to another violinist play the piece
"Summer" by Vivaldi (from the four seasons) and I was
absolutely blown away. I watched in awe as the bow
flew across the strings in indistinguishable patterns with
the sound of a strange but beautiful storm. The fierce
rhythm and the melodic scales sank into me, and at that
moment, I knew I had to learn this piece.
After 8th grade, I moved to Price and was
without a teacher for quite a while, but I kept practicing
diligently. I was surprised at how few string teachers
there were in Price. I had played the french horn in my
old school's band before I moved, but I greatly
preferred the violin and wasn't sure about being in the
band in Mont Harmon Jr. High. I reluctantly decided to
play the horn in Mont Harmon's band, but by the end of
he year, I was terribly bored of the easy songs and sick
of band music. To me, bands just seemed so large and
unconquerable. It felt like being in a band took no
talent; one band member could play their part horribly
and no one would notice. Not only that, but I just
couldn't understand the type of music that bands play.
Band pieces always seemed so commercial or modern,
never the famous composers of the ages that I knew of
from learning the violin. I longed for the classical
concertos and minuets that orchestras played, and I felt
that students here should have the chance to play them
too. And I intended to do something about it.
Going into the high school, I rebelled from band
and instead joined the drum line. I loved it; it was
exhilarating to jump in to something completely foreign
to me and become one of only two girls on the line. I
was still friends with the band kids and we still played in
the band, but we played percussion. My first year at
Carbon High School I was also recruited to play in the
Price Civic Orchestra conducted by Dr. Wilson, and
was immensely grateful for the needed musical
compensation and motivation. As for my plan to
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integrate strings into the school, I started a string group
in hopes of being able to play some songs in the school
band concerts. To my dismay, there were practically no
string players in Carbon, excluding me and Kate. There
were some that had played the violin before, but didn't
keep it up for one reason or another. Most of the time
the reason was that they couldn't find a good teacher
or that there was no motivation or place for them to
play. In spite of the string player shortage, I was able to
get together a string quartet to play in the spring band
concert. It was comprised of me, Kate, Annika from
Mont Harmon, and Mrs. Hoyt, the Mont Harmon choir
teacher's wife. To appeal to the high school audience,
we played a version of Dance, Dance by Fallout Boy
written for a string quartet that I wrote out on Finale
Notepad. It was pretty much the teenage definition of
"epic", or at least it was in my head. At solo and
ensemble that year, I succeeded in playing "Summer" by
Vivaldi and got a superior rating at region and state.
However, because we succeed in some things
doesn't mean the battle is won. Now the Price Civic
Orchestra is down for a while due to Russell's eye
surgery and the surgery of one of our cellists. I hope
that the orchestra can come back soon full and strong,
and I wish to spread awareness of the orchestra's
situation and the shortage of string players in Price. I
also invite any string players out there to keep playing
and to make an effort to inspire someone, someday;
you never know what will happen.

